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trees. So vexed was he with himself at having
spoilt my sport, though, as it turned out, it was
a very pardonable mistake, that he went straight
home.

But my bad luck was not to end here. We
started for another beat in the direction the tiger
had taken, the shikari saying that he had eaten
so much of the bullock that he could not go far.
We took up our positions again, but this time no
power on earth would keep my elephant quiet.
He whisked his trunk about, groaned, and kept
changing his feet, so that it would have been
almost impossible to get a steady shot. The
mahout dug the iron spike he carried into his
head until it was a mass of gore, but with no
effect. Lauder, who was behind me, and has
very keen sight, saw the tiger in the jungle just
ia front of me about to break, when noticing my
elephant he went off to the left, and broke under
a tree in which Paget was seated. The latter
soon despatched him, the first bullet passing
through the stomach, the second through the